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Henrietta what she would have done in Parma, without
money and without friends. She owned that she would have
been much embarrassed, but added that she knew I cared for
her, and would see that she came to no harm. She added
that I must not think ill of her, for all that had happened
to her was the fault of her husband and her father-in-law,
both of whom she declared to be monsters.
I passed at Parma as Farussi—it was my mother's
maiden name—and Henriette wrote herself down as Anne
d'Arci, Frenchwoman. We took rooms at d'Andremont's
hotel, and I engaged a young French servant to wait on us.
Parma was then under the ferule of a new government. I
felt as if I were no longer in Italy, there was an ultra-
montane air over everything. French and Spanish were
spoken in the streets, while people whispered in Italian.
I entered a mercer's shop at haphazard, and addressed
tnyself to the stout lady behind the counter.
'Madam/ I said, CI want to make some purchases.'
'I will send some one to you who speaks French,' she
answered.
'No need of that, I am an Italian.'
'God be praised! It is rare thing to meet one in these
days.'
'Why rare?'
'Do you not know that Don Philip is here, and that his
wife, Madame de France, is on the way?'
*   'I congratulate you, it must be good for trade.'
'That is true, but everything is dear, and we cannot ac-
custom ourselves to the new ways, which are a bad mixture
of French liberty and Spanish tyranny. What do you wish
to purchase?'
'Let me first tell you I never bargain, but if you over-
charge me I shall not come back. I want some fine linen to
make twenty-four chemises, some dimity for petticoats and
stays, some muslin and batiste for handkerchiefs, and many
other things which I shall not find in your shop,Jbut which

